There was little connected with this calamity which could be written in else than thé sternest prose. The subject :seemed unsuited to poetic measures. Two bits of verse, however, appeared at the time, in such well-chosen words that vfe reproduce them as a fitting close to this article. The first has reference to the fact that as soon as the disaster was known, the church and school bells of Grinnell were rung to notify the people that something of importance had happened.' THE BELLS OF GRINNELL. BY EDWABD BAltSTOW. Hanging heavy in their towers. Saw they not the monster whirling Over prairie, over village, (Fiend of air, and bent on pillage!) Heard they not the hideous hurling Of the storm's mysterious powers?
Oh, the misery and moaning; Ah, the dreadful dawn tomorrow. Here a biibe-and dead the mother-There a father or a brother Paralyzed with shock of sorrow. And the blaek night full of groaning.
Who will tell the strange disaster ? Who has heart to breathe the story ? Hasten now, to every steeple. Ring the bells and rouse the jjeople; Start the young, and stir t'he hoary! And the bells went clanging faster.
East and west the news went crying; North and south the lightning fed it; Filled the hearts of men with pity For the tempest-stricken oity; And wherever rumor sped it Help sprang up for maimed and dying.
Every human heart an angel Holds, 'tis said; and true we know it,-Times like these forever show it. And humanity's evangel. Sympathy, with arms upraised, •Cries "Humanity be praised." 
